TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
ever been in the band ?" If he said that he had,
I intended to ask at once what he blew into, warned
as I was by what happened to the Professor after he
had lectured for half an hour.
" I was a Forester once, but I only played in practice,
not in costume in processions."
" Ah, what did you play ?"
" A bit of a drum the size of a tambourine."
Wasn't it well I inquired ? You see how thorough
I am; even the Professor might have been caught out.
A tambourine or timbrel. " Players upon the timbrel."
" I gave it up as soon as they brought in the pipes."
(" I saw Calliope wyth Muses moe,
Soon as thy oaten pipe began to sound
Theyr yvory Lutys and Tamburins forgoe.")
No, it wasn't emphysema, I must try other first
principles. I tried. Golly did not know his wife's
first husband nor the cause of his death. This latter
question threw him into a meditation. After giving
the question considerable consideration: " I wouldn't
put it past her," he conceded, almost to himself. But
he opined " from all accounts " and from her outlook
on life, that she must have had " one of them sousing
husbands."
There is no knowing what was in the love-philtre
that her nurse gave Iseult. There is a love-philtre
described in The Midnight Court which consisted of
the wings of dung-flies and water-beetles soaked in
beer. After all, there is cantharides, which is a green
Spanish beetle, in the British Pharmacopaeia. But it
was not a love-philtre which might have a bilateral
action that was required here, and when he would
not let me name the mushroom, fearing that it might
be overheard, where its effects would have been
superfluous, I realised that what Golly wanted was
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